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ranged, and each of them was thinking less of the past than
planning a new pattern for lives which had been disrupted but
not broken.
Sebastian was delighted at the turn of events. It was all
very dramatic, colorful. The death of Retief and the professor
was offset by that of Marais and von Brandt. He had ac-
quired a new and legal wife: a possibility that had never oc-
curred to him. How he would treasure her in sickness and
health, in goodness and badness! Maria charmed him: his
naughty brown bird whom he had saved. Owen must give
him a certificate.
CI demand a certificate. If I have none, who will believe
me?5 He presented Owen with a pen and paper.
Today was a wonderful day. Sebastian felt himself full of
virtue: strong with the desire to paint. His girls were beautiful
to him. Olga was beautiful. Channel was his comrade, their
quarrel forgotten in the press of events, and he was tired of
being here. They would move on together over the face of
Africa, fighting, painting, working, making love and discussing
the love they made... that he made. He slapped Owen on
the back. eA great day!3 he said. He picked up his wife in his
arms. cDo not cry, little one. I will be a good husband to you.
I have always been a good husband.3
But Maria still wept. She did not understand this wedding.
He had said she would be cursed if she betrayed him. And
Entobo had threatened her if she did not destroy the German.
Her fear of the German had gone now, forgotten in the mem-
ory of the gifts which were ended by his death. She was also
doubtful if Entobo would give any reward for her work. Her
sobbing increased.
'You see,' Sebastian said, cshe is overcome with remorse.5
He put Maria down and took Owen's hand. clt is a fine thing
you have done. I will never forget this day,5 He pidced Maria
up again and strode out with her in his arms. Nina followed
them, also weeping.